MOTLOG   THE   SHEYKH
cliff's shadow, or under the thin shade of some gum-acacia tree,
or in the sheykh's great tent. At vespers the Beduin bestirs
himself; he goes forth again, murmuring some words of pious
preparation, to say his afternoon prayer: falling on his knees,
he claps his palms upon the sand before him, and nibs them,
then drawing them down from the forehead, he washes thus the
two sides of his visage, for there is no water. Rising again from
his devotion, he walks abroad to look for any new smoke rising,
which is a sign of the coffee fire and cheerful fellowship. A
sheykh who would far over the wide encampment3 will leap upon
his mare's bare back to ride thither. Most officious of the after-
noon coffee-hosts was Burjess, a rich young sheykh among
certain sheukh of W. Aly, malcontents living now with the
Fukara; his was the most spacious tent in our encampment.
If the mejlis assembled again for any public business, or after a
rahla, the afternoon company was more numerous, many of the
shepherds at that hour coming in.
As for the head of the tribe, Motlog, he was a personable
strong man and well proportioned, of the middle stature, of
middle age, and with a comely Jewish visage; and thereto the
Arabian honour of a thick black beard, and he looked forth with
a manly assurance under that specious brow of his sheykhly
moderation. A fair-spoken man, as they be all in fair weather,
full of the inborn Beduin arts when his interest was touched.
Simple in his manners, he alone went with no gay camel-stick
in his hand and never carried a sword; by which politic urbanity,
he covered a superfluous insolence of the nobleman, which
became him well. When the mejlis assembled numerous at his
booth, he, the great sheykh and host, would sit out with a proud
humility among the common people, holding still his looks at the
ground; but they were full of unquiet side-glances, as his mind
was erect and watching. His authority slumbered, till, there
being some just occasion, he ruled with a word the unruly
Beduw. A rude son of the desert sat down by me in the mejlis at
my first coining, the shepherd of Zeyd's menzil. I asked him in
his ear, 6Which of them is Motlog?5 Answer: 'Yonder is Motlogl'
and he added boisterously, to the stranger, cThe man there is our
Pasha; for right as the haj pasha, this Motlog governs the Aarab.
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